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For bridle he looped a rope to her head,
Then climbed upon her back. " Now, hey for the * Barley Mow,' " he said,
"And the music of the pack." The bay mare squealed at the feel of the rein, And bucked and pranced down the winding lane, But never an inch could she loosen the hold Of the thin, bowed legs of the huntsman old. He rode her easy as in a chair, While her hoofs went dancing light as air.
And then as they passed by the silent mill,
A dog hound crept from a door, Lifting his puzzled nose to a scent
He knew right well of yore. The Rider chuckled with merry glee, "A sight for my weary eyes to see. What'! Wisdom, lad ! and still alive. I bet thou'rt going on twenty-five."
He whistled again.   The old dog hound
Waved  a   rapturous  stern,   gave   a   yelp   and   a
bound,
And frolicking, followed adown the lane, Half mad with a joy he could scarce contain.
But soon Joe clambered through a hedge,
And   rode   by  the  brook   through   fallow   and
Picking a wary path to the Wold,
By the hollows where the sea mist rolled.